THE SENILE

refolded his grey woollen scarf across his chest and each time tapped
nervously at his breastbone.

Another, sitting on the ground at a corner of the building, was play-
ing an imaginary drum. He had pulled his wide beret into a peak,
upright on his forehead, like policemen's caps in the Second Empire.
He, too, never ceased gazing at the women, but never for a moment
stopped playing his phantom drumsticks., muttering the while: "Birmm
... brrmm . .. brrmm. Brrmm ... brrmm.,. brrmrn."

Isabelle did not know where to look. She felt a growing unhappiness,,
a longing for the nightmare to come to an end. But the Chief Attend-
ant was in no hurry. With a smile at the corner of his mouth, tripping
along, he advanced with all the satisfaction of the curator of a museum
showing off his collection. He produced unending information. "The
younger ones are in the other part of the building. One can't put them
with the senile, because they bully them. I don't suppose you find this
lot very interesting, do you? Don't worry, we shall be passing by the
howling maniacs."

They came to a door; then another door; as Isabelle walked on, she
heard a crescendo of sound, sharp, syncopated, rising towards the grey
sky, made up of a variety of cries, bowlings of wolves, imprecations3
groans of wounded animals, and whistlings of locomotives. The howl-
ing maniacs were shut into smaller courtyards behind bars. There
was nothing human about them. These lunatics produced only a bestial
imitation of human anger; where, indeed, there was still imitation at
all. Most of these creatures, shut in behind their bars, occupied a
special place in the scale of primates, one in which the mere fact of
having once possessed the power of reasoning now placed them in a
lower category than if they had never had it at all.

The arrival of the visitors, particularly that of Isabelle, increased
their violence; their maniacal eyes were concentrated on her youth, and
it was to her that they addressed their cries. Some threw themselves
against the bars, shaking them with their talon-like hands, making fear-
ful grimaces; others shook their fists; others again let down then-
trousers in an obscene gesture that lacked even the visible signs of
desire.

The whole place stank like a kennel.

Inevitably Isabelle remembered a walk with Olivier, on a grey day
rather like this, past the cages of the Zoo, and she heard again her
husband's voice, that husband whose name had brought her here today>
saying: "Oh, decline can be no more fun for animals than it is for
man!"

She saw Olivier once more, his eyes showing their whites, vomiting
blood; and a moment later she was suddenly transfixed by the thought
that Olivier was not dead and that it was really he whom she would
find in one of these cages. In this Gehenna all seemed possible; the past
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